FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
six yolks of eggs inside it. They were graded in size and in
perfect alignment. I don't think there were ever fresher or
more delicious eggs than those. It was on the same day we
discovered that we had spent Easter at the tamarisk oasis.
The first couple of hours' ride was always beautiful. The
early morning sun played with the deep shadows of the
mountains. Then the light would grow whiter and every-
thing turned to boredom. I had to have recourse to various
pastimes. First I would let the reins hang loose on Slalom's
neck and manicure my nails with the greatest care. Then I
combed my hair and made a long job of "doing" it. Yet still
there was time to kill. I had some ideas that I wanted to
work out, such as estimating the loss of time our journey
represented; or comparing the advantages and disadvantages
of a Mongol's life and a Parisian working-man's life; or the
relative values of our civilization. But I could not reason.
My brain was not functioning well. When I realized this it
depressed me. I said to myself that a really clever person
ought to be able to get as good work out of his brain in the
Tsaidam as in prison. How often had I not anathematized
life in Europe because in the rush of it I could not think!
Now I found that only the preoccupations of material
existence counted for me.
At last the long anticipated moment for the "ten o'clock"
would come and I took a pellet of tsamba, saved over from
breakfast, out of my pocket. I made that last as long as
possible. Peter would come along to see whether I had kept a
few raisins for him. But they were not enough to satisfy his
gnawing hunger and by eleven o'clock we would find our-
selves launched on the daily discussion about our evening
meal Peter had a passion for curry and I could get anything
I wanted from him if I promised to have it for supper. He
would get the nails out of the cases. He would grind the
pepper. He would let me use the cleaning rod of his gun as a
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